CHAPTER II
INNER  CHINA
WE were all counting up the pros and cons of our
journey as we started.  Peter said to me that we
should have reason to feel proud if ever wo set foot
on Indian soil. But that goal seemed so impossible of attain-
ment that we kept it out of our talk until we had readied the
Turkestan frontier. What we had to do now was make our
way, first to Chengchow and then to Sinn, by train; then to
'Lanchow by lorry; after that to Sining by mule; and from
there, by chance caravan., to the Smigunovs'.ywtf at the heart
of the Tsaidam. Beyond that everything* was vague.  One
, must count on nothing rational happening in China where
. the proverb runs: "Mr. Perhaps has married Mrs. Quietly,
and their child's name is 'Twill Do!"
During the night we crossed the Yellow River. If all went
well, we should meet it again, higher tip. It is some 3,000
miles long and what with floods and changes of its bed it
brings ruin on millions of human beings.
And then we were at Chengchow. Out on the platform we
told the coolies to put our luggage on the Sian express. We
had only a couple of minutes in which to take a few turns, but
the rascals chose not to understand, and led us to the exit,
From the footbridge we saw our train pull out.
Our coolies, who must have been in league with the inn-
keepers, were enchanted and proceeded to recommend a
hotel close by. But Peter detests waiting about and we
decided not to fall in with the coolies' game. There was a
slow train leaving at night and we decided to take it.
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